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"You must rouse him," the doctor said. "He is a great
fighter, but he is fighting no longer," and one night in
the third week of October, having lain awake until she
could no more endure the burden of silence, she rose and
went, as she believed, to her necessary confessional, and
kneeling beside his pillow stretched her arm across it, and
took his head in the crook of her arm gently, and with her
fingers touched his face.
"Rupert," she said, "don't shut me out"

She was warm from her bed and his face so cold against
the softness of her arm that his silence filled her with
sudden terror, but he answered her: "You will make your-
self ill, Julie. You are uncovered. The night's cold."

"It's not winter yet."

"No," he said, "not yet."

The bleak futility of their words, the ungovernable, in-
consequent words of a dream, stood across her mind as a
barrier between her and the confession she would make,
and she said: "You know what I have done, Rupert. Is
there nothing I can do now?"

"My dear, all that is far away. I am dying."

"No, no," she whispered. "Your voice sounds as if
you were already dead. You must not go in that bitterness."

"Not in bitterness," he answered. "In eagerness and
in hunger."

"For death?" She laid her cheek upon his pillow.
"Though you know it already, let me say what I must say,
Rupert. I have been silent so long. When it began be-
tween Lewis and me, it seemed------"

"No," he said. "You are telling me of this world and
the body."

"Yes. I------"

He put his hand upon her in restraint. "Julie, do not
make me remember you."

From that she fell away and knelt beside the bed, not
touching it.

"Is even the memory hateful?"

A little dark cry issued from his throat as he perceived
in what way she had misunderstood him.